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REMINISCENCES

OF THE SOCORRO VIGILANTES
CHESTER D. POTTER

edited by Paige W. Christiansen

INTRODUCTION

THE

of the Vigilante movement in Socorro, New Mexico,
has long remained hidden. Citizens of Socorro whose ancestors
participated have been reluctant to give details. The few documents
which resulted from such a movement remain hidden or have been
destroyed. While some information has been culled from newspapers, the circumstances surrounding the activities of the Vigilantes
remains obscure.
In 19 I 3, Chester D. Potter, who' was director of the Civil Service
Commission in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, wrote and published his
eyewitness account of the Socorro Vigilante movement. Potter had
lived in Socorro during the turbulent days of the 1880'S and was
himself a reluctant member of the Vigilantes. Beginning on May
25, 1913, his story began publication in the Pittsburgh Dispatch as
a four-part article. It is one of the significant accounts of Socorro at
its peak of the Vigilante movement. Although it was published, it
remained buried in the files of an eastern newspaper and has not
been discovered by historiansof Western America or of New Mexico.
The manuscript came to the attention of this writer through the
Socorro Historical Association. Mrs. W. J. Eaton of Socorro holds
a copy of the original manuscript which was to sent to Colonel
E. W. Eaton for his editorial comments. Colonel Eaton was the
founder of the Socorro Vigilantes. The copy gave no indication
where the article was to be published, but upon investigation it was
located in the Pittsburgh Dispatch. The copies of the Pittsburgh
STORY
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Dispatch in the Carnegie Library of Pittsburgh are incomplete and
part three of the story has not been found in its published form.
The ~anuscript is more than the story of the Socorro Vigilantes;
it is a piece of Western Americana. The picture of early Socorro is
unequalled. The romance, color, and violence of that raw frontier
mining town comes alive in the hands of Potter.
-Paige W. Christiansen
REMINISCENCES

COL. THOMAS BENTON CATRON, the senior United States Senator
from New Mexico,! could qualify as an expert on "lynch law." The
Senator, with characteristic modesty, has not confided to his colleagues, during cloak room chats, the fact that thirty years ago he
was escorted by "Vigilantes" to a railroad station and threatened
with a rope should he return.
Congressman Ferguson of New Mexico,2 also, could add a chapter to the Catron incident, and others which distinguished that
exciting period. Having been present at the time, I can say that the
action taken by the "Vigilantes" was entirely unjustified; It happened in Socorro, New Mexico, in 1882, and was the only occasion,
as I remember, when the Committee of Safety, (popularly called
"Vigilantes") brought its power to bear upon a perfectly innocent
person. Senator Catron vividly remembers his experience, a fact he
recently admitted to a newspaper friend.
At that time Socorro was one of the frontier outposts. Lawlessness
and disorder ruled, largely because of race. troubles due to the enmity existing between Americans and the native Mexican population. The machinery of the law was in the hands of the Mexicans,
who refused to act when crimes were committed against American
citizens. When A. M. Conklin, edito~ of "The Sun," was shot by
the three Baca brothers, Sheriff Garcia refused to order their arrest
or to deputize others for the purpose until he, himself, had been
made an Ameriqm hostage in order that he might be compelled to
do his duty.
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It was then that Col. E. W. Eaton, who at the age of 85, is still a
resident of Socorro, organized the "Committee of Safety," which
took the enforcement of law into its own hands. This committee
which had the tacit endorsement of the highest territorial officials,
was composed of the reputable Americans of the town including in
its membership, bankers, clergymen, merchants, ranchmen, miners,
lawyers, doctors, and all others interested in the enforcement of law
and order. It maintained its organization until its object had been
attained. Three years were required to rid the Sity of its criminal
element, to restore the legal machinery of law, and to impress this
fact upon the mind of the native Mexican.
During this period the "Vigilantes," by the desperadoes characterized as the "stranglers," lynched 'Tom" Gordon, Abram Baca,
Juan Alari, two others, who, without pride of ancestry contented
themselves with being known as "Frenchy" and "The Kid," and
last, but by no means undeserving of biographical mention, Joel F.
Fowler, upon whom post mortem investigation thrust the more or
less authentic glory of having killed eighteen men.
It was during this triennial suspension of the wheels of justice,
which are popularly presumed to be moved by judges, juries and
legislative statutes, that Colonel Catron, of Santa Fe, who was
recognized as the leading criminal lawyer in the territory, enjoyed
his experience with the "Vigilantes." He had successfully defended
a brother of Abram Baca, who expiated his crime at the end of a rope
attached to a corral gate-post, and what really entitled him to greater
tribute was the fact that he had the jury, so it was alleged, all of
whom were Mexicans, return its verdict while the Vigilantes, not
exp~cting such hasty action, were at supper. However, Catron had
probably enjoyed a hearty lunch and did not leave the courtroom, so
that when the jury pronounced Baca not guilty he immediately
moved for his discharge, saw him vanish through a rear door of his
courtroom, where he vaulted into a saddle, and, surrounded by a
score of friends, hit the trail for old Mexico.
News of the verdict and the disappearance of the prisoner not
only chagrined the "Vigilantes" but it more or less enraged them. In
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their opinion the prisoner's guilt had been clearly established, but
the jury dissented. They felt it their duty to give some expression to
their feelings, and, in consequence, waited in a body upon Col.
Catron at his hotel, escorted him to the Atchison, Topeka and Santa
Fe Railroad station, entertained him until a northbound train arrived, and confidentially informed him that should he return to
Socorro they would hang him.
Col. Catron complacently submitted to the unusual ceremony
attending his departure and confessed that he knew of no important
engagement which would bring him back to Socorro in the immediate future. However, he chided the "Vigilantes" for lack of hospitality, protesting that he had only performed his duty to his client. But
in passing, I must remark that Col. Catron temporarily accepted the
advice tendered. In time he "came back," as is evidenced by the
fact that he now wears the senatorial toga about the neck once
threatened by a hempen girdle.
The history of the California and the Montana Vigilantes has
been fully exploited, but, to my knowledge, the story of the Socorro
Vigilantes has never reached the outside world except in such fragmentary dispatches as were sent to the East, "God's Country," we
called it then, whenever there was a major mob operation. Having
been a resident of the territory from February, 188 I, to-'89, andhaving been a (compulsory) participant in the affairs I have mentioned,
it is possible for me to give the story of the "Vigilantes," together
with the names of those who were leaders of the organization, many
of whom are yet living and who have informed me that they have
no objection to my doing so.
In the early '80'S "Judge Lynch" held court in many parts of New
Mexico, but in no place did he sit so constantly as at Socorro. Murderers were lynched at Las Vegas, at Albuquerque, at Raton, and
elsewhere, where "gunmen" took human life without justification.
Coincident with the reign of the rope, excitement was intensified
by marauding bands of Apaches, "Rustlers," and an occasional stage
and train'robbery.
The influx of Americans which immediately followed the construction of the Santa Fe Railroad was not received by the natives
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with any degree of cordiality.3 While the great majority of those
who went to New Mexico at that time was composed of reputable
citizens looking for investments, principally in mining properties
and in ranch lands, there was, also, that unwholesome minority
which ever skulks along the side lines in the development of new
territory. In the latter classification were criminals wanted nowhere
e~cept by officers of the law, gamblers, promoters of the "gold-brick"
order, and others whose methods of livelihood were perilously unconventional. Without doubt these soldiers of fortune had much to
do with engendering bad feeling between the Mexicans and the
Americans, although a large percentage of the natives seemed to
have a natural antipathy toward the men from the North and the
East which they did not attempt to conceal.
The bomb of racial hatred was exploded Christmas Eve, 1880.
When the smoke had cleared away A. M. Conklin, editor of the
"Socorro Sun," the pioneer newspaper published in Socorro, lay
dead in front of the Methodist Mission Chapel, and a breach had
been created between American and Mexican, "greaser" and "gringo," which not only caused much bloodshed but required years to
heal.
Reverend Thomas W. Harwood,4 Superintendent of Missions
fm the Methodist Church, North, had arranged for a Christmas
tree for the children of his congregation, many of whom were Mexicans. The church was crowded. During the distribution of the
presents there was some disturbance caused by three brothers by
the name of Baca, nephews of Juan Jose Baca, the leading Mexican
merchant of the city. The Baca family was then, as it is now, one of
the largest and most influential in the territory. They persisted in
placing their feet on the shoulders of s9me American ladies who
occupied the pew in front of them. Several times they were asked
By Mr. Conklin to desist, and the last ti~e they curseq him vigorously and left the church. After the festivities, R. E. McFarland
and G. W. McFarland asked Mr. Conklin: to wait in order that they
might leave the church with him, as they anticipated trouble. The
editor yielded to their importunities, and when he stepped outside
the door they walked on either side of him.' As the three emerged,

c
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two of the Baca boys jerked Conklin's bodyguard away from him,
while the third brother, who was standing directly in front across a
small acequia (irrigating ditch), shot him through the heart. In the
confusion all the Bacas got away. Warrants for their arrest were refused by the Mexican Alcalde (Justice of the Peace) and Sheriff
Garcia refused to act. It was then that the "Committee of Safety"
was organized.
Col. E. W. Eaton, veteran of "49" and the Civil War, who had
large mining and cattle interests, was the man who took the initiative in the establishment of law and order. With a splendid record
as a soldier, scout and Inqian fighter, a man who was known to be
absolutely without fear, possessing rare judgment and deep knowledge of conditions, gained by experience, it was but natural that the
harassed citizens of Socorro were willing and anxious to follow his
leadership.
While there had been considerable race trouble prior to the killing of Conklin, Col. Eaton had taken no part in it, having been
superintending the operation of his mines in the Magdalena Mountains. His family, however, lived in Socorro, and it was on the day
following the killing of Conklin that he returned upon one of his
periodical visits. Realizing that immediate action was necessary unless Americans were to be driven from the town, the Colonel called
uponJudge J. M. Shaw 5 to ask if anything had been done to apprehend the murderers.. Answered in the negative, Col. Eaton
declared: "If the Americans permit this crime to go unpunished
they are not worth the powder to blow them to h-l!"
After talking with several citizens Col. Eaton arranged that a
meeting be held on the following morning. There was not a large
attendance. The Colonel submitted the proposition that a "Committee of Safety" should be organized for self-protection and for the
enforcement of laws which the Mexican authorities held in contempt. Only four of those present concurred in the view taken -by
Col. Eaton, the others arguing that it was impracticable and dangerous.
The Colonel, however, having decided upon his course of action,
did not hesitate, and assisted by those who agreed with him, he
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circulated a paper for the signatures of men willing to become members of an organization to be known as the "Socorro Committee of
Safety." Daily meetings were held until a majority of the Americans had been enrolled. It was realized that in attempting the arrest
of the murderers the Committee would be opposed by the entire
Mexican population.
The organization was supported by its members, was kept under
perfect discipline, devoted its efforts wholly to the interest of law
and order and the punishment of criminals, the regular machinery
of justice being under the control of these who refused to operate it.
Membership in the organization became practically compulsory
upon all Americans of standing in the community. Col. Eaton was
chairman of the Executive Committee, the associate members
being: Capt. John H, Mills, Dr. George H. Sowers, Dr. W. A.
Dobbins, Judge William Tell DeBaum and James R. Irwin. Others
prominent in leadership were: William H. Harrison, merchant
(who, it was said, had served under Quantrell); Millard Brown,
of Brown, Manzanares & Co., Bankers; J. 1. Eaton, son of Col.
Eaton; Leavitt and Watson, lumber merchants; Attorney Isaac
Tiffany; Sperling Brothers, merchants; George Waller, Sup't. of
the Torrance Mining Co.; Andrew McCluskey, proprietor of the
Palace Saloon; Orson Burlingame, E. 1. Smart, W. D. Burlingame,
Samuel C. Meek, John H. McCutcheon, Arthur Goebel, City Marshal R. M. Monroe, Henry Longuemare, Editor, John O'Neil,
James C. Beckwith, Dr. T. Davis, and Rev. Thomas W. Harwood
and Rev. M. Matthie;son. The last named gentlemen, together
with Smart, Meek, and Goebel still live in Socorro.
The "Socorro Sun" of the date Jan. I, 1881,6 published a list of
the entire membership of the Committee, and in both Spanish and
English the following :
NOTICE
To all whom it may concern: Notice is hereby given that all .
violations of peace and good order by any person or persons irrespective of nationality and condition will be meritably followed
by speedy and sure punishment.
By order of the S. C. of S.
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The Executive Committee prepared an oath, which was administered to all the members, and, a~ I remember it, it certainly was
a "corker." By-laws were adopted. They provided that when a person was charged with murder it required a two-thirds vote to inflict
the death penalty. But one man ever benefited by the two-thirds
rule, and his margin of safety, which meant life, was one vote. However, he was lynched at Deming, New Mexico, two weeks later,
for horse-stealing, which demonstrated that there had been a "miscarriage of justice" at Socorro.
Immediately after the Committee organized, Antonio M. Baca
was captured and placed under guard in the Park Hotel corral. The
second day afterward some of his friends smuggled in a revolver.
That night he shot and wounded one of his guards who returned
the fire, instantly killing the murderer. Col. Eaton was at this time
advised that Abram Baca and the other brother were hiding with
kinsmen who lived in the southern, or that part of the town called
Cuba. The "Vigilantes" were assembled, divided into four parties,
and directed to approach the adobe house in which the murderers
were concealed, from its four sides. In the darkness and confusion,
a determined resistance being expected, the "Vigilantes" began
firing at each other, and it was only after several hundred shots had
been wasted that the mistake was discovered. They then surrounded
the house and demanded the surrender of the murderers. This was
refused. ,After some parleying several sticks of dynamite were
planted under the walls and the Bacas given five minutes to comply with the order, with the alternative of going "hell-bent-skyward." They decided not to soar. It was agreed that every one inside
should pass out through one door, the other door exits being
guarded. Rapidly the inmates, among whom were several women,
passed through the lines of the "Vigilantes," who gave them close
scrutiny. When the house had been emptied and the men wanted
had not appeared, it developed that they had made their escape in
women's garb. Both were later captured, Abram being hung and
his brother acquitted through the efforts of Col. Catron. Baca, who
owed his deliverance from death to the vigorous efforts of his attorney, has in recent years returned to Socorro, where he now re-
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sides, neither the law nor public sentiment permitting that a man's
life 'shall twice be placed in jeopardy for the same offense.
Tom Gordon was the first man lynched by the Socorro Committee of Safety. This happened in 188 I. Residing in the town I
had an uncle, who had spent practically all his life in the West,
having been among the early arrivals in Leadville, Deadwood, and
other Colorado mining camps. During a visit to the Philadelphia
Centennial in 1876 this uncle fired my youthful imagination with
the tales of the daily thrills experienced by those who had moved
westward with the ever-changing frontier lines.
Socorro, on my arrival, was at the zenith of its "~oom" days.
Gold and Silver had been discovered in the Socorro, Magdalena,
Sierra, and Black Range Mountains, and the town was full of prospectors, ranchmen, and cowboys, looking for locations. The main
Plaza, while it gave frontage to one hotel, a bank, and a post office,
was fringed by a string of saloons and dance halls, the doors of
which never closed. At every bar and gaming table there was a
"waiting list," and the thirst for drink and the passion for play
seemed unquenchable. The territorial legislature had licensed gambling, each game being taxed one hundred dollars a year, payable
quarterly in advance, the proceeds to be used, for the public schools.
Every saloon was equipped with faro banks, some having as many
as a half-dozen, the other games being monte, keno, highball, "stud"
poker, roulette, fantan, and other opportunities for hazard too
numerous to mention. Then there were the private rooms for poker
parties, where the "ceiling" was the limit and where fortunes
changed hands daily.
Charles H. Utter (Colorado Charlie), who had been a friend
of "Wild Bill" Hickok, and to whose memory he had erected 'a
marble shaft in Colorado, was the head of the gambling fraternity.
Charlie was a picturesque figure. He always appeared in evening'
dress, with a silk hat, beneath which was coiled his long, yellow
hair. When dealing bank or sitting in the "lookout" chair, he permitted his blond tresses to hang loose over his shoulders. A fortune
in diamonds Hamed in his shirt front, the broad expanse of which
'was studded with other precious stones. The buttons on his coat
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and cuffs were ten dollar gold pieces and on his vest five dollar gold
pieces. And all these were set with diamonds. Whenever this
"Prince of Gamblers" found his bank-roll to be at low ebb he was
able to borrow thousands of dollars on the intrinsic value of his shirt
front and the trimmings on the rest of his raiment.
However, it may be stated without fear of contradiction that no
one ever joked with Colorado Charlie concerning his peculiar ideas
of dress and ornamentation. Though a man well up in years, of
slight stature, hands as soft as a woman's, blue eyes which seeined
to warm one with their friendliness, his career had established a
reputation for courage and gameness unsurpassed among financiers
of the Kingdom of Cards. His motto had ever been to "not pull a
gun unless you have to use it, and then to do so with diligence and
dispatch." His experience prior to his coming to Socorro had also
the effect of curbing any undesirable familiarity on the part of his
new acquaintances.
Most of the larger games, particularly the faro banks, were con. trolled by Colorado Charlie, who kept a staff of dealers, each of
whom worked eight-hour shifts, whiCh gave him twenty-four hours
play every day in the year. I remember that he once caused great
commotion by bringing back from the East with him two very
beautiful girls, who made their debut in the circle of chance as
"Maude" and "Minnie." They were installed as faro dealers at his
bank in the Monarch Saloon. And do not for a moment think that
these "unsophisticated fairies" could not deal faro! They could
"rime" the deck, box the cards, make the turns, pay and take without assistance from the "lookout" or anyone else. It followed, of
course, that everybody wanted to play at this bank; and everybody
did playas long as they had money, and most of them, apparently,
did not care whether they won or lost, so long as the girls outguessed
them.
"Minnie" and "Maude" were girls' of great poise and selfpossession. The fact that double-belted men, carrying Colt "fortyfives," blue shi.rted, with trousers of corduroy stuffed into high
boots from the heels of which came the jingle of spurs, and wearing huge sombreros, were constantly fighting for the privilege of
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transmuting their gold into ivory chips, which passed in the night,
. never feazed them. It was a winning combination, finally broken
up by the elopement of both girls, one with a faro dealer, the other
with a ranchman.
The dance halls were ablaze at night. Down from Colorado,
Idaho, and other northern camps came terpsichorean artists, who
danced and drank on commission. Among the more prominent
names I remember were "Rocky-faced Kate," "Calamity Jane,"
"Dutch Min," "Hop Fiend Kit," "Diamond Molly," and others I
cannot recall without reference to the "blue book." But I am getting
too far away from the Vigil~ntes.
While I was crossing the Plaza one night there was a fusillade
of shots, and a posse fought a bloodless duel with a fugitive who
succeeded in reaching the chaparral along the Rio Grande, a mile
distant. It was Tom Gordon, who had killed the city marshal, shooting him in the back, through a saloon window the year before.
Knowing that it would be impossible to trail Gordon through the
river bottom, a half-dozen men were assigned to watch outgoing
trains, and toward morning, he was seen to board a northbound
freight. The officers, rightly conjecturing that he would not leave
the train until it arrived at Albuquerque, boarded a passenger train,
and when Gordon emerged from his box car the next day, he found
himself looking into a half-dozen Winchesters.
Gordon, however, was game, and he refused to throw ~p his
hands until promised that he would be given a trial if he returned
to Socorro. The promise was given, with mental reservations. The
day he was returned I heard that he was to be lynched that night,
and I decided to be a witness of the execution. It was not a difficult
matter to find the rendezvous of the "Vigilantes," as shortly after
supper all the Americans were to be found going in the same direction, and by trailing along I soon found myself with them iri a large
lumber shed.
The vote to hang Gordon had already been taken, but the Executive Committee was swearing in new members. The candidates
joined hands with the members of the Committee, forming a circle
around the chairman who administered the oath. It was most excit-

34

NEW MEXICO HISTORICAL REVIEW XL: 1 1965

ing to a boy of nineteen, and I pressed very close to the center, when
some one, apparently with the best intentions, said: "Better get out
of here, kid, this is no place for children." I started to leave but a
dozen voices shouted: "No, swear him in, swear him in. He is old
enough to pull a rope." My uncle, Orson Burlingame, came to my
rescue but it was too late, and I was one of those who formed the
next circle, taking the oath with much trepidation. After all new~
comers had been initiated, the "Vigilantes" marched to the Court
House Plaza, in the basement of which was the jail. Gordon was
!shackled to a huge boulder imbedded in the earth. He was quickly
released, and, though he furiously resisted, was hastily hustled
down Court Street into the main Plaza and across it to a corral gate.
He did not beg for his life, but plead that he be shot. The noose was
thrown around his neck, but just before the rope was Hung over
the gatepost he caught in his mouth the fingers of "Jim" Hanna,
one of the "Vigilantes." Hanna yelled, and, with his free hand,
struck Gordon over the head with the butt of his six-shooter. He was no doubt unconscious when he was pulled up, but death had
been made easier for him. After several minutes wait Doctor Sowers
pronounced life extinct. The "Vigilantes" dispersed. The body was
cut down the next day and a coroner's jury found that he had died
at the hands of "parties unknown."
It is the general belief that aft~r one participates in a lynching
he is thereafter without conscientious scruples and that the fever
of such activities grows upon him. I do not believe this is true. .It
certainly was not my experience. The psychology of mob law no
doubt affects people differently. I know that Gordon richly d~
served his fate, and that, had he been held for trial, he would either
have escaped, or would have purchased his liberty. It was "a condition, not a theory" wh~ch had to be faced.
The oath we had taken was binding, and if a member of the
"Vigilantes" was in the city he was obliged to attend all meetings
and all executions. I remember on one occasion that Millard Brown,
the banker, now a resident of Las Vegas, failed to appear at a meeting which was preliminary to a lynching. I was one of a committee
of ten sent to his house to bring him before the executive body.
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His wife informed us that he had retired and did not wish to be
disturbed. Some one irrelevantly remarked: "Get a rope," and in
an instant Brown, in his pajamas, was on his front porch requesting
time to dress. Men who dominate such situations never hesitate.
Juan Alari was a Mexican gambler. He was lynched after confessing that he had assaulted a nine-year-old American girl.
"Frenchy" and "The Kid," former cowboys, who had made a
trail of blood from the Pecos to Bernalillo, where they robbed and
murdered a merchant and his clerk, were captured and brought to
Socorro. After being under guard several days "Frenchy" confessed;
'The Kid'" did not. They were taken into Death Alley, a narrow
thoroughfare which connected the main Plaza with Chihuahua,
the residential section. They were lifted to the top of an adobe wall,
nooses placed about their necks and the ropes thrown over the
limbs of a giant cottonwood. It was after midnight when these preliminaries had been arranged.
The scene of the execution was only a half block from the Methodist Church in the rear of which was the residence of the pastor,
who was my father, he having recently succeeded the Reverend
Thomas W. Harwood as superintendent of Missions. Someone in
the crowd suggested, probably not seriously, that "Parson" Rotter
should witness the lynching, the mob shouted· its approval, and a
score of men started for the parsonage. Father was routed out of
bed, compelled to dress, and was brought to the scene.
"Frenchy," at the portals of the unknown, lost his nerve, and
begged pitifully for his life: "The Kid" cursed him for his weakness, and when the order came to "shove them off" his last words
were: "I'll meet you---all in hell." The most exciting chapter in
the history of the '.'Vigilantes" was the capture and execution of
Abram Baca. After his escape, disguised as a woman, nothing was
heard of him for a long·time. A reward had been offered by the territorial and county officials and every effort had been made to find
some trace of the fugitive. Sergeant Gillette, of the Texas Rangers,
whose company had been detailed to patrol the Rio Grande south of
£1 Paso, was the first to learn that the wanted man was in Old Mexico. Investigation proved that Baca's hiding place was a Mexican
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village, forty miles in the interior. Most men would have hesitated
at attempting a capture so hazardous as this one appeared to be. Gillette however, was a man who knew no fear. His record as a ranger
had been one of brilliant dash. He had also been successful in love,
. having married the daughter of Captain Baylor, his commanding
officer. Satisfied as to Baca's whereabouts, he took another ranger,
by the name of Robinson, and the two leading a third horse, saddled
and bridled, forded the Rio Grande and started after their man.
They timed their ride so as to arrive at the Mexican village early
in the evening. Inquiry developed not only th~ fact that Baca was
there, but also, the complicating feature that he had been married
that day, and that the bailIe (dance), always held in celebration of
a Mexican nuptial contract, was then in full blast at the home of the
bride.
Here, again, a man who had not every requisite of courage would
have turned back. Baca had not only been found, but he was in his
relative's home, at which place had assembled nearly every male
citizen of the town, who would rally to his support at the first intimation of danger. Gillette and Robinson decided to carry the
thing through with a whirlwind bluff. They rode up to the adobe
in which the wedding dance was on, and asked for Baca. Some of
the men outside told them he was dancing but that they should
come right in and join the festivities. Gillette declined, and asked
them to inform Baca that two friends were outside with a very important message for him. The scheme worked. Unsuspicious of the
character of the message awaiting him, Baca rushed out, and, under
the compelling influence of six-shooters held by Gillette and Robinson, vaulted into the extra saddle, and an instant later the three
were racing for the Rio Grande.
Though dazed for a moment by the bold work of the kidnappers,
Baca's friends were soon riding furio~sly after him. For forty miles
the chase continued, but the pursuers never came within range.
Gillette's selection of horses had been a good one. Again fording
the Rio Grande, the rangers loped their horses into El Paso, and,
waiving the formality of extradition, wired the Socorro officials that
they would arrive at eleven o'clock that night with their prisoner.
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A later message announced that Baca's bride had followed by train
and would accompany her husband.
Word of the capture came in the morning, and all day long prep- (
arations were being made by the "Vigilante" leaders to insure not
only the safe arrival of Baca but to prevent any interruption of his
summary execution. It was believed that not only his kinsmen but
the entire Mexican population would arm and attempt to rescue
him. Every member of the "Vigilantes" was ordered to report at
headquarters, and word was sent to the miners at work in the Socorro Mountains, three miles distant, to be,on hand not later than
eight o'clock in the evening. Captain Mills, in charge of a posse of
fifty'men, was sent to meet Sergeant Gillette and the prisoner at
San Marcial, twenty-eight miles below. It was feared Baca's friends
would hold up the train and rescue him.
Late in the afternoon Colonel Eaton sent the writer with a verbal
order to George Waller, Superintendent of the Torrance Mining
Company7 charging him not to let the night shift go on duty, but
to bring them, as well as the day shift, to 'town at six o'clock, when
the shifts' changed. When I left town on this ride few Mexicans
were to be seen. They, too, had heard the news, and it was the belief that they were assembling somewhere to decide upon plans for
Baca's deliverance.
Waller was a much-discussed figure in Socorro at this time. He
was one of the few men who wore "boiled" shirts and who never
showed himself to visitors unless groomed to the minute. When I
rode up to the frame shanty which he used as his headquarters, and
asked for him, his Irish attendant, with an expansive grin and a
most fetching wink, informed me that the "Supe is making his
toolet." After a half-hom's wait, which I vainly tried to shorten,
Mr. Waller stepped forth in a yachting costume-fit to take his
position on the quarter-deck of a million-dollar yacht. His penchant
for this uniform might have been explained by the fact that his
brother had been Commodore of the New York Yacht Club.
Waller, however particular he may have been as to his raiment,
did not quibble with emergencies. He gave the necessary orders
and shortly after seven o'clock he and I were riding at the head of
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one hundred miners, fully armed, all enthusiastic over the prospects
of a lively scrap.
Arriving at the Plaza we marched our detail to headquarters,
where Col. Eaton divided' his forces and gave them assignments.
Probably six or seven' hundred men had assembled in response to
the "hurry-up" call issued by the Vigilante leader. Detachments
were stationed in different parts of the city and every street was
picketed. A half hour before train time I was ordered to accompany
Waller and fifty of his men to the Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe'
Railroad station, and to personally deliver instructions to Captain
Mills as to what he should do upon his arrival. In effect these were
that the bride of Baca and her relatives who had accompanied her
from her home in Old Mexico, should be placed in the hotel 'bus
and driven to Baca's home. The prisoner, escorted by Mills' and
Waller's men, was then to be taken to jail.
When the train pulled in I caught a glimpse of Mills and his
men in one of the coaches, and before the train stopped I was on
the platform and ready to enter the car. At the door I was halted
by a slight, well-built man, swarthy of feature, with curly black
hair and eyes to match. In response to his query, I told him I,wanted
to see Captain Mills. When he said I could not enter I told him
he was mistaken.
There was a lightning flash of both his hands and from his belt
came two ivory-handled six-shooters, the muzzles of which were
against my breast. Captain Mills heard the altercation, and, coming
outside, asked what was the trouble. He introduced 'me to Sergeant
Gillette,. who relieved the tension by putting away his guns. He
was satisfied with the orders which I delivered to Captain Mills, explaining that he had Seen the crowd of men outside, and not knowing why they were there, had flagged my entrance to the car. He
said he had taken great risks in arresting Baca and did not intend to
lose him.
Baca's bride was hysterical when she was separated from her
husband and told to enter the station bus. She embraced and kissed
him goodbye, realizing that it would be the last time. The prisoner,
surrounded by the posse and accompanied by Sergeant Gillette,
I
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was marched to the main Plaza and thence to the jail. The various
detachments of "Vigilantes" were called in, and within a half hour
the entire body had assembled, ready for action.
Meanwhile, Sergeant Gillette, having been informed that Baca
was to be lynched, argued against it, urging that he be given a trial.
His appeal was ignored. Still he did not yield. Standing alone at
the foot of the steps leading down into the jail, with his back
against the barred door, he declared that the prisoner should not
be taken out unless it was over his dead body. The crowd grew restless. They respected Gillette's courage but they had no time for
discussion. "Get two ropes," some one shouted. "If you do, I'll get
a few of you before they are used," replied Gillette.
Col. Eaton and other leaders massed themselves about the courageous ranger, determined to protect him, at the same time cautioning their followers to keep cool. Realizing that he had no chance
to save Baca, Gillette finally agreed to retire if the sheriff would
give him a receipt for the prisoner. This was impossible, the sheriff
being a,Mexican. Finally Gillette accepted a receipt signed by officers of the "Committee of Safety." He then bade the crowd goodnight,and walked away.
The jail door swung open, Baca was unshackled and asked if
he had anything to say before his execution. He made no answer.
His hands were tied behind his back, a silk handkerchief over his
mouth, and he was hurriedly taken across the Plaza to a corral gate.
The bandage was removed and again he was asked if he had anything to ~ay, and again he made no reply.
Baca was a stocky chap and some difficulty was met in adjusting
the noose, when to the amazement of those present, he lifted his
head and stretched his neck so that the knot might be tied. Declining another chance to make a statement, he was strung up. The
"Vigilantes" remained until life was extinct. The body was left
hanging until the following day. No one knows whether it was
sheer courage which braced the boy in his last hours, or whether he
was paralyzed by fear. However, it is certain that few men have met
death with his unconcern.
T~at the precautions taken by the "Vigilantes" in sending Cap0
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tain Mills with an escort to meet Gillette and his prisoner at San
Marcial, and the further fact that they had massed all the members
in the city, had, it was discovered later, thwarted a determined
effort to rescue Baca. His friends, however, regarded the odds as
too great. Had they interfered, a massacre would have resulted.
The Americans were tremendously wrought up over the cowardly
assassination of Editor Conklin and were determined that his murderers should suffer the death penalty. The previous acquittal of
one of his brothers, who also had escaped to Mexico, had infuriated
them beyond expression.
Socorro during this period achieved a reputation which barred
from its limits many undesirable citizens. Not every man arrested
by the "Vigilantes" was lynched. Some we~e whipped, the punish.ment ranging from twenty to one hundred lashes on the bare back.
This method of discipline was most effective. "Big Bill" Elderton,
the town blacksmith, a man of gigantic stature and strength, benign of disposition, a church member, and, withal, a man of peace,
represented the law on such occasions. When "Big Bill" had applied the decreed number of lashes the culprit needed no further
argument to convince him that So~orro was a good place to leave
behind. Offenses which did not justify corporal punishment were
treated more leniently. Those guilty of minor transgressions were
l
escorted to the railroad, told to "count the ties," and never to return.
When "Bob" Ford assassinated Jesse James in Kansas City he
started West to enjoy the notoriety due to his having shot in the
back a man who trusted him as a friend. Socorro, for some reason,
was his objective. When he reached Las Vegas, however, he was
intercepted by a telegram which informed him that he would be
given a royal welcome by the people of Socorro, that a committee
of prominent citizens, with a supply of rope, would meet him at
the station and elevate him to a position where he could enjoy the
rarefied atmosphere of their peculiarly salubrious climate. Ford did
not continue his journey. Other desperate characters, men who had
started private grave-yards, were favored with similar warnings.
Joel F. Fowler was lynched in January, 1884. A year prior to
his translation, Fowler came up from Texas. With him was a very
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beautiful young woman whom he called "Belle," and whom· he
introduced as his wife. He had been a cowboy and a card sharp.
The woman, also, was an expert manipulator of the pasteboards
and could hold her own against all comers in any game of chance.
They had made a big "stake" through their ability to outguess "the
other fellow," and this they invested in cattle and located a ranch
west of Socorro. Fowler's herd grew amazingly fast, and, though it
was not discovered until afterwards, those of the neighboring
ranchmen decreased in a corresponding ratio.
Early in December, 1883, Fowler, who had then been ranching
a little over a year, accompanied by his wife, came to town. The
"Socorro Sun," founded by A. M. Conklin, at this time was owned
by John Blake, who, having been elected.a member of the Legislature, was in Santa Fe helping to frame laws. In his absence I was
filling the positions of managing editor, city editor, reporter and
business manager. Fowler called upon me. At that time nothing
essentially derogatory to his character was known. It was true that
on his periodical visits to the county seat he was in the habit of
absorbing large quantities of "tanglefoot," but this was a custom and
not a crime. Fowler asked to have inserted in the next morning's
paper a notice to the effect that he had sold his ranch and would
leave for Texas the following night. He asked that all persons holding claims against him should present the same at the Socorro
County Bank by noon of the next day. Leaving the "Sun" office,
he started to take a census of the barkeepers. In this work he was
given much assistance. Most everyone was willing to help, and by
eleven o'clock that night every mixologist had been registered, and
Fowler was heavily burdened with the records.
During his rounds of the saloons Fowler met the Rev. Doctor
J. H. Robinson, of the Methodist Church, South. He surprised the
Divine by asking him if he knew how to dance. He refused to accept the negative reply and insisted that Doctor Robinson was mistaken, emphasizing this conclusion with a fusillade of bullets,
which, though they did not hit the Dominie's feet, persuaded him
to do a jig.
Fowler met Justice of the Peace Daugherty a little later and gave
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him, also, a dancing lesson. After the Judge had performed he was
taken by Fowler to the Monarch Saloon for a "bracer." It was at
this time that I caught up with the procession. As I entered the
place, Fowler was standing, his back to the bar, facing the entrance.
In either hand he was twirling a revolver, pointing them at every
person who attempted to leave. I tried to back out but he insisted
that I must be thirsty. However, he kept the "drop" on the crowd
while I was "quenched." That he had no soul for music was evidenced when he refused to compromise and accept· a song instead
of a dance. So, I went through the motions while the crowd cheered.
Ed Cutler, a "tenderfoot" from Maine, the proprietor of the
"Monarch," was so much· pleased with my exhibition that he
climbed up on the bar behind Fowler and clapped time. The ceiling was so low and Cutler was so tall that he was unable to stand
erect. In this position Fowler surprised him, and, telling me I had
danced enough, he directed Cutler to do a few "double shufHes."
While it must have been very funny to watch the lean Yankee's
cramped efforts, I had had enough, and "faded away." City Marshal "Bob" Monroe and Guy Cox, his deputy, together
with John Cale, a cowman and old-time friend of Fowler's, at this
juncture came into the spot-light. After much persuasion they induced Fowler to give up his revolvers and accompany them to his
hotel. Arriving there, he insisted they should have just one more
drink before he joined his'wife, who had sent Cale after him. This
was agreed to. They entered the bar-room, and as Cale lifted the
glass, Fowler drew a knife, which the officers had overlooked, and
stabbed him. He was quickly overpowered, disarmed, and placed
under strong guard. Cale lived until morning. When dying, he
said: "Don't lynch him, boys. Take him down to the river, give him
a ducking and turn him loose."
Fowler had received something like one hundred thousand dollars from the sale of his ranch and cattle. He engaged several prominent attorneys to defend him. Though the "Vigilantes" favored his
immediate execution they finally consented that Fowler be given a
trial, but if found guilty, should not appeal. This he agreed to. The
Governor of the territory ordered out the local militia, all "Vigilan-
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tes," to guard Fowler during his trial. The jury was entirely composed of Mexicans, and as no defense was possible, he was found
guilty of murder in the first degree. The militia wa~ then withdrawn. Fowler's attorneys sealed his fate by filing an appeal fora
new trial and a change of venue. This action was regarded by the
"Vigilantes" as a' breach of faith, and the same night they unanimously voted to lynch him.
When they reached the jail, having picketed the streets, they
were temporarily checked by the fact that the key to the door was
missing. This obstacle was met and overcome by "Big Bill" Elderton's sledge hammer. As the first blow shook the steel frame, Fowler,
who, with several would-be train robbers, was chained to a big
boulder inside, screamed "murder." He did this several times, hoping that friends might come to his assistance. This was the only
evidence of nerve-shortage shown by Fowler. He came laughiI;gly
up the steps, and as he passed me, said: "Kid, I never thought you
would attend my funeral."
The "Vigilantes" took their man up McCutcheon Avenue,
named in honor of a former judge, in front of whose residence was
a huge cottonwood tree. En route to nature's gibbet, Fowler re- .
peatedly requested that he be shot instead of "strangled," as he
termed it. He was told this was impossible. He did not whine but
presented his proposition in a cool and businesslike manner.
At the tree the leaders asked for a rope and for a moment it
seemed as though this necessary item of equipment had been forgotten. However, Arthur Goebel gravely announced in broken
English that he would furnish the hemp. The evening was cool and
nearly all of the "Vigilantes" wore overcoats. Goebel removed his,
disclosing a rope wound about his body. Someone grabbed the free
end while others caught hold and in an instant Goebel became a
human reel. He was rolled some distance before the rope was entirely separated from his person. Fowler heartily joined in the
laughter which greeted this little by-play. A noose was quickly fashioned, placed about his neck, the rope thrown over a limb, and, on
being told that if he had anything to say, to say it quick, he inquired:
"Can I climb up, jump off and pop my neck?" The answer was
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"no," and then he said: "It's a damn tough country where you
have to climb for water, dig for wood, and they call corn 'mice'
(maise). I'll take my medicine like a little man." 1;'hese were his
last words.
During his trial Fowler had sent to Texas for several desperate
characters in the hope that they would be able to effect his escape.
Among others who responded was "Texas Ed" Rousseau, an old
I ' s, wh 0 was gIVen
.
"paI" 0 f Fower
ch arge 0 f th e "get-away" movement.
Hurrying back to the "Sun" office, I had just finished writing an
account of the lynching, when in came 'Texas Ed" and several of
his followers. They asked if it was true that Fowler had been
lynched. I foolishly told them that I had just finished writing the
story, but that they could not see it until it was printed. After placing a blanket curse on the "Sun's" staff, the "Vigilantes," and the
town in general, they left, promising to return and "shoot up" the
plant. I lost no time in getting in touch with the "Vigilantes'" leaders. "Texas Ed" and his gang were arrested, taken to the railroad
station, placed on a train, and told not to return unless they wanted
to join Fowler. There was no immediate reunion of these kindred
souls.
The coroner's jury, which was empanelled the next day, gave
the following verdict, which I copied at the time:
We, the undersigned, Justices of the Peace and Jury who sat upon
the inquest held this 23rd day of January, 1884, on the body of Joel
F. Fowler, deceased, found in Precinct No. I, of the County of Socorro,
Territory of New Mexico, do find that the deceased came to his death
. by reason of strangulation at the hands of persons unkno.wn to this
jury, as far as could be ascertained.
Socorro, New Mexico, January 23,1884,
Signed
William E. Kelly, Justice of the Peace, Precinct Number One
A. W. McClusky,
Thomas E. Simmons
J. L. Leavitt
G. L. Hoyt
J. H. Hilton
John Egger
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, In view of the fact that all those whose names were attached to
the verdict were present at Fowler's execution, their finding is a
document full of grim humor.
Eighteen graves, it was claimed, were found on Fowler's range.
Who filled them is not known.
Belle Fowler conveyed her husband's remains to Texas for
burial. He was the last man lyncHed by the Socorro "Vigilantes."
The "Committee of Safety" had made possible the return of law
and order. Judges, courts and juries came into action again.

THE THRILLING ADVENTURES of Col. Eaton, and his life was filled
with them from boyhood to manhood, would require more space
and more time than I 'have to give to this narrative:' However, one
incident, if it may be so lightly termed, of which I was an eyewitness, is worth the telling here. It occurred shortly after the lynching of Fowler. Col. Eaton was talking with some friends, in a drug
store, when he was informed 'that directly across the Plaza, in a
saloon operat~d by the Greenwald Brot~ers, a crowd of desperadoes
had assembled "who threatened to kill him on sight." Without asking for assistance from anyo.ne, the Colonel placed his six-shooter in
his overcoat pocket and started across the Plaza for the purpose of
making an investigation.
As he entered the saloon he saw a man waving his pistol above his
head and talking very loud. The man with the gun was "Charley"
Hill, who, with his brother, "Butch'~ Hill, had been making the
threats against the "Vigilantes'" leaders. The former immediately
threw-down on the Colonel who had got his gun out of his pocket
and was about to fire. Hill's bullet struck the Colonel's right forearm and again punctured the arm above the elbow, breaking the
bone in both places. Before Hill could fire a second shot Eaton
grabbed his gun with his left hand and fired. The bullet st~ck Hill.
in the mouth, and, as he was leaning forward it ploughea its way
through his lungs into his stomach. As he fell the Colonel got the
drop on his brother, "Butch," who threw up his hands and made
no further resistance. He was placed under arrest and turned loose
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the next day by direction of the man whose life he had threatened
to take.
Charley Hill was the victim of bad compa~y. He had attended
the Methodist Mission and was a member of one of the Sunday
School classes. When told that he was mortally wounded he requested that his pastor be sent for. When father arrived Hill was
lying on a billiard table and the doctors were doing what they could
for him, though there was no hope for his recovery. Father ta:Iked
with him awhile, and after offering a prayer, left for the parsonage. An hour later Hill died. Father was much chagrined when,
some time afterwards, he was shown a copy of the New York
Police Gazette. It contained a brief account of the killing of Hill,
also an illustration showing the dying man stretched out upon a
billiard table, while at the bar was standing his spiritual advisor
holding a glass of whiskey in his hand. This was regarded as humor
in the "hempen" era. "Butch" Hill and other members of the family are now residents of Socorro. None stand better in the community.
Col. Eaton, at the request of the writer, recently prepared the
following brief sketch of his life. His modesty prevented him from
giving in detail his many fierce fights with hostile Indians, and other
adventures with which his life has been filled:
"I was born in Montgomery Co., State of New York, October 10,
1827, but lived in Schoharie Co., until I was about fifteen years
old, when my father was accidentally killed, soon after which I
left home and went to New York City. My father having been a
merchant until his death, I knew little about anything except clerking in a store, which was what I was obliged to do outside of school
hours. Consequently, when I went to New York it was with the
view of getting employment as a clerk in a store, which I succeeded
in doing and was in New York about a year. I then went to Connecticut, where I began learning the trade of drawing fine wire.
"After a time I returned to New York and obtained employment
in a wire factory at Annsville, near Peekskill-on-the-Hudson, and
eventually became foreman, in charge of the factory. But after a
time I wanted to be nearer home, where my mother still was living,
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so I obtained employment at Canojaharie, on the Erie Canal, and
succeeded in saving a little money. Then, one spring, freight became very high on the canal, and I, with another young man who
had saved a little money, put our savings together and bought a
canal boat.
.
"We tossed up a copper to see which should quit work and run
the boat and it fell to me to run the boat. That summer I had quite
a rough experience and some exciting times, as on the canal and at
its terminal points had congregated the toughest element of the
country. Then came the gold excitement, and in the spring of 1849,
with nine others, I started overland for California.
"We went from New York to Buffalo, from there across the lake
and down to Cincinnati. There we built a boat (one of our number
being a boat builder), and equipping ourselves with supplies, we
started down the Ohio to the Mississippi, and thence to the mouth
of the Arkansas River. We went up the Arkansas as far as Ft. Smith,
where we sold our boat and bought ox-teams, stored our supplies in
the wagons, and started across the plains. We struck the Canadian
River and after travelling up this river for some days we came upon
the trail of the Mexican Buffalo hunters. This trail we followed
. until we came to the Pecos River at the little town of San Miguel,
the first settlement we had found since leaving Little Rock. Our
route took us through the country of the Comanche, Kiowa, Arapahoe and other Indian tribes, but we did not see any of them, it being
their custom to move further North during the summer, following
the migrations of the buffalo. We afterward le'arned that these were
their winter grounds.
'
"We had started from New York in April, and we arrived at the
Pecos, in New Mexico, in September, having been more than three
months on the plains without seeing a living soul except the members of our own party. After a few days in New Mexico the party,
with the exception of myself and on,e other man, resumed the
journey. We thought it too late in the season to reach Californ!a
before winter set in. By the way, we never heard from the others,
and it is my belief that they never got through, being either killed
by the Indians or having perished in the desert. In the spring the
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man who had stopped with me proceeded to California, and I heard
frequently from him aft~rward. I had gone to Santa Fe, which was
then the headquarters for all business in the Territory, and soon .
obtained employment clerking in a mining camp called El Puerto
[Tuerto], or New Placer, and was there until spring, both clerking
and prospecting.
.
"In the spring my employer sent me to a little farming town to
establish a store to trade for grain, particularly corn, to be paid at,
.
crop-gathering time.
"That season I remained with him, and the next spring bought
him out, and started on my own account. I married there, and
bought what is known as the "Eaton Land Grant" of nearly 200,000
acres. I took possession and lived on the grant, farming and stockraising until 186 I, when I entered the Army as Captain of a company of Volunteers, and was in command of Ft. Craig at the time
of the battle of Val Verde, between the Texans and the Union
troops. After the Texans had been driven from New Mexico I was
ordered, with my company, to take command of Ft. Garland, in
Colorado, and was there for perhaps a year, when I was ordered
back to New Mexico.
"I was in Santa Fe when news came that the Navajo Indians had
attacked a government train between Ft. Canby and Ft. Wingate,
had killed all the men, taken the mules, etc. Gen. Carlton, immediately upon receipt of this news (which was about nine o'clock in
the eveni~g) sent for me to cqme to his office, and told me what had
happened. He said that the Indians had had the best of Ft. Wingate
ever since it had been a post, and that he wanted me to start in the
morning and take ,command and see if conditions could not, be
changed. I was at Ft. Wingate over two years, during which time
the Navajos were subjected, taken prisoners and sent to Ft. Sumner,
on the Pecos River.
"While at Ft. Wingate I was promoted to the rank of Major and
.then to Lt. Colonel. After the surrender of General Lee I sent my
resignation to General Carlton, who wrote me that if I would withdraw my resignation he would accept thflt of Col. Carson, and make
me Colo~el of the Regiment. I declined to withdraw my resignation
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and returned to my ranch at San Christobal, where I remained until
188o, farming and raising sheep. In that year I left the ranch and
bought a mine, and began mining and smelting lead and silver ores,
and prospecting for ores, and still own several mines. For five or six
years back I have been in the cattle business."
Such is the simple and unassuming account by Col. Eaton of his
own life, and yet, between those lines may be read much of the most
exciting and remarkable history of the country, and through that
history stalks the rugged and fearless figure of this man who modestly states that he had "a few brushes with the Indians," who
organized the "Committee of Safety," the man who, above all
others, was instrumental in establishing respect for law and order,
or at least fear of law' and the punishment that followed its infraction, and made possible the safety of American citizens in their
own territory.s
MANY STORIES of heroism and strange adventure could be told of
the individual members of the "Vigilantes," and other pioneers of
the West:
"Andy" McCluskey, proprietor of the "Palace Saloon," did not
permit his serious obligations as a member of the "Vigilantes" to
affect his naturally buoyant disposition. H~ was-full of life and
jollity, and was never so happy as when an opportunity was afforded
him to indulge in a practical joke. Standing six feet four inches, in
his stocking-feet, finely proportioned, his Celtic features always
lightened by a smile, a pair of burnsides giving a quasi-ministerial
effect, McCluskey was a striking figure. He was one. of the most
popular men of the frontier period. He never let a hard-luck story
get by him.. Any person who could fashion one; whether it was an
appeal for substantial or liquid nourishment, or for a ticket to get
back to "God's country," found him a good Samaritan.
McCluskey was surprised one day to see the Reverend Doctor
'Robinson, Pastor of the Methodist Church, South, enter his saloon.
But he extended the "glad hand" and asked the parson what he
could do for him. He was informed that the congregation, of which
his visitor was the guiding head, was about to build a new church,
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and that he, McCluskey, had been entered on the subscription list
for a donation of $500.00. "But I was never in your church," said
the surprised Andy. "Well, that isn't my fault, Mr. McCluskey.
The church is there, we hold morning and evening services on Sunday and prayer meeting during the week, at which time the doors
are opened to all comers, and if you have not received your share of
spiritual instruction, it is not my fault. We think that you should
contribute five hundred dollars." "Well, if that is the way you look
at it, Parson, I'll meet the ante," replied McCluskey. And a moment
later Doctor Robinson departed with a check\for five htmdred dollars, chuckling over his diplomacy in having secured such a sum
from a saloon keeper.
However, this was not the end of the story. On the first day of the
ensuing month Rev. Doctor Robinson received from Mr. McCluskey a bill showing that he owed the latter ~ve hundred dollars for
whiskey and cigars. The parson's indignation was boundless. In a
cloud of wrath he rushed out of his studio down to the Plaza and
into the "Palace" where he found the genial proprietor estimating
the dividends. Flourishing the booze bill in Andy's face, he exclaimed: "What does this mean, Mr. McCluskey?" "It means that
I have sent you your monthly statement,"calmly replied McCluskey, as he glanced carelessly over the paper. "It is your bill for liquor
and other supplies for the past month. It is a custom oEmine to send
all my patrons a monthly statement, and I have extended to you the
usual courtesy." "But I never bought any liquor in your saloon, ot
any cigars, or anything else, for that matter," said the parson wrathfully. "Well, that isn't my fault. The liquor, cig~rs, and so forth,
are here. We never close this place. I run three shifts of barkeepers
who work eight hours each in order to take care of the publiC, and if
you did not get yours, it isn't my fault."
Suddenly it struck the parson that Andy had evened matters up,
and, judging from the twinkle in McCluskey's eye and the grin repressed with difficulty, that he would not be compelled to pay the
bill, he cooled down. However, he refused to view the matter as a
joke and his exit was followed by a roar of laughter, in which he did
not join.
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McCluskey recently died at Wallace, Idaho.
"Jim" Curley, who killed Porter, the actor, at Marshall, Texas,
but who was acquitted of the crime, was a."temporary" resident of
Socorro. It will be remembered that Porter and Maurice Barrymore
toured together. It was during the company's engagement at Marshall that Curley (then a locomotive engineer) insulted one of the
women members while the party was at luncheon in a restaurant.
Porter resented Curley's remarks. The latter drew his revolver,
killed Porter, and walked out. He was arrested. But Curley had a
wide acquaintance among railroad men, and a large fund was
raised for his defense. He disappeared after his acquittal. Then,
when it was too late, stories concerning his murderous habit of mind
began to circulate. It was charged that while running his engine he
had on several occasions increased the steam pressure by burning
negroesfor fuel.
Curley made his fIrst "stand" at San Marcial, New Mexico:
There, because he was supposed to be a fearless individual, he was
elected City Marshal. He certainly was a wonderful shot. During
his term of office the town suffered by fIre, and, untiljt was rebuilt,
all busine,ss was transacted in tents. In order that his supremacy
might not be disputed, Curley was in the habit of standing with his
back to a tent pole, walking from it a distance of ten paces, drawing
his revolver and shooting over his shoulder, placing three out of six
bullets in the four-inch wooden pole. He was as quick on "the draw"
as any of the territorial terrors, with the possible exception of "Billythe~Kid."

After several affairs in which the party of the second part was
registered in a local burying-ground, Curley became nervous, resigned his position, and opened a saloon at San Antonio, midway
between San Marcial and Socorro. Here his principal source of
revenue was the money spent by cowboys, who, after "bucking" a
"brace faro" game in his place for several months, sent him word
that they would be over at a certain time and "shoot up" his place.
Curley thought this was a bluff. He was mistaken. This he realized when twenty or thirty range riders commenced to pump lead
into his saloon. Gathering all his ammunition, he got behind a bar-'
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ricade of whiskey barrels and settled down for a siege. Knowing his
cleverness with· riRes and revolvers, the cowboys did not close in.
Curley fired a shot now and then just to let them know he was still
alive.
Word of the b~ttle reached Socorro, and the sheriff sent a posse
to rescue Curley. The cowboys did not interfere, and Curley was
perfectly willing to leave. However, his reputation had preceded
him, and he was regarded as an "undesirable" by the "Committee of
Safety." Nevertheless, for several days Curley strutted about town
wearing two large six-shooters, drinking hard, arid telling all comers
what he was going to do to the cowboys who had run him out of
San Antonio. His "finish," like that of many other "bad men," was
ludicrous in the extreme. "Bob" Sommerville, a sign painter, of
diminutive proportions and weighing not more than one hundred
pounds, took Curley's "measure." They met in a barroom, and Curley, evidently thinking the little fellow was easy "picking," began to
curse him and finally gave him a shove. In an instant Sommerville
was all over him, smashing, clawing, and biting like a ,wild-cat. He
yanked Curley's two revolvers from their holsters, threw them on
the Roor, and continued his pommelling, which the big fellow apparently made no attempt to resist. At last, realizing that neither a
jab in the solar plexus nor a jolt on the jaw would bring down his
man, Sommerville picked up the revolvers and told Curley to "hike"
for the railroad, and Curley demurred not. A big crowd watched
Sommerville march the "bully" to the station. Like many others who
had gone before, Curley never "came back."
.
Some men get so used to gun fire that they can inhale the smoke
without choking. Apparently, they value their lives no more highly
than they do a "stack of chips" placed on the "high" card. Undoubtedly this utter fearlessness is; in a sense, a protection, but there
are times when it looks like folly. I have known a few such men,
among them being "Pat" Garrett, who killed "Billy-the-Kid," Major
Llewellyn, who was formerly agent at the Mescalero-Apache Indian
Reservation in New Mexico, later, a Captain in Roosevelt's Rough'
Riders; Jim Courtwright, Luke Short, Captain "Joe" Sheeley, of
the Texas Rangers; and Captain Jack Crawford, the "Poet Scout,"
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who, while I was at Socorro, was stationed at Fort Craig just below
San Marcial.
Captain Sheeley's company; in 1885, was on duty at Laredo,
Texas. I witnessed an exhibition of nerve on the part of Sheeley
that is worth the telling. A cowboy, who was suspected of being a
"Rustler," had been maki:b.g things lively in Laredo for several
nights, and Sheeley advised him to leave town. He sent word to the
Captain that he would shoot him on sight. The next afternoon
Sheeley was standing in front of a hotel which faced the Plaza,
when some one shouted: "Look out!" Approaching from the other
end of the Plaza was the would-be killer. He held a revolver in
either hand. Sheeley, apparently paid no attention to him but began
rolling a cigarette, which he lit, and proceeded to smoke. He had
every chance to protect himself, but failed to "draw." When his
friend had covered about half the distance he "let go" with both
guns. The bullets threw up a cloud of dust. When it had settled
Sheeley could be seen rolling another cigarette. Still advancing, 6.ring at will, came the desperado. He halted about 6.fty yards from
Sheeley, took deliberate aim, and 6.red again. His aim was low but
sufficiently close to throw dirt on the Captain. Sheeley carefully
brushed off the dirt with his handkerchief, straightened up, and
drawled out to the person who was using him for a target: "Say, you
had better elevate your piece, you - - - - --, or you never will
hit me." For just an instant the fellow stared at the Captain, then
turned and ra~ like a jack rabbit. Sheeley continued smoking cigarettes. Being/a dead shot, he could have killed his man at any stage
of the game. However, he preferred a bluff to a bullet.
In giving this brief history of the more important work performed
by the Socorro "Committee of Safety," I have touched only upon
those features, which, either come under my own personal observation or is subject to exact veri6.cation by other members of the Committee yet living in Socorro, and, as an evidence of good faith, their
names have been given in this article.
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NOTES
I. Thomas B. Catron served as senior United States Senator (Republican) from New Mexico from 1912 to 1917.
2. Harvey B. Fergusson was a lawyer and aprominent figure in the
Democratic Party. He was elected delegate to Congress in 1897.
3. The Santa Fe Railroad completed construction as far as Albuquerque
in 1880, and from there south to Socorro and San Marcial, then to Rincon
and Deming;
where it connected
with the Southern Pacific. As a result
,
I '
Socorro was on the main east-west line until the Santa Fe completed its own
line to the west coast. See 1. 1. Waters, Steel Trails to Santa Fe (Lawrence,
Kansas, 1950), p. 60.
4. The Reverend Thomas W. Harwood originated Methodist mission
work among New Mexicans of Spanish background at Socorro and Barelas.
In 1887 he founded at Albuquerque the schools for industrial training later
known by his name.
5. John M. Shaw came to New Mexico as a missionary for the American
Baptist Home Mission Society in 1851. He served as Chaplain at Fort Defiance in 1852-55. After a trip to the East he settled in Albuquerque, riding
circuit from Santa Fe to Socorro. Later, from 1874 to 1876, he became Indian
Agent at Ojo Caliente (south and west of Socorro on the Alamosa arroyo).
6. No copy of this issue could be located; people in Socorro have been
prone to keep the names of the vigilantes a secret and have hidden or destroyed this kind of evidence.
7. This mine was located on what is now called Socorro Mountain, or
locally" "M" mountain, just west of Socorro on land owned by the New
Mexico Institute of Mining and Technology. The mine was taken over by
the School as an educational facility in 1904- There is a good description in
The Socorro Chieftain July 9, 19°4, p. 3.
8. Col. Eaton was also appoirlted to the first Board of Trustees of the
New Mexico School of Mines and was instrumental in establishing it under
an act passed by the Territorial Legislature in 1889. As a result of his constant urging, the main building was completed in 1893.

